The George Sand~

CCLXXXV.    To GTJSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CEOISSET

Nohant, 8th December, 1874
Poor dear friend,

I love you all the more because you are growing more un-
happy. How you torment yourself, and how you disturb
yourself about life! for all of which you complain, is life; it
has never been better for anyone or in any time. One feels
it more or less, one understands it more or less, one suffers
with it more or less, and the more one is in advance of the age
one lives in, the more one suffers. We pass like shadows on
a background of clouds which the sun seldom pierces, and we
cry ceaselessly for the sun which can do no more for us. It
is for us to clear away our clouds.

You love literature too much; it will destroy you and you
will not destroy the imbecility of the human race. Poor dear
imbecility, that, for my part, I do not hate, that I regard
with maternal eyes: for it is a childhood and all childhood is
sacred. What hatred you have devoted to it! what warfare
you wage on it!

You have too much knowledge and intelligence, you forget
that there is something above art: namely, wisdom, of which
art at its apogee is only the expression. Wisdom comprehends
all: beauty, truth, goodness, enthusiasm, in consequence. It
teaches us to see outside of ourselves, something more elevated
than is in ourselves, and to assimilate it little by little, through
contemplation and admiration.

But I shall not succeed in changing you. I shall not even
succeed in making you understand how I envisage and how
I lay hold upon happiness, that is to say, the acceptation of
life whatever it may be! There is one person who could change
you and save you, that is father Hugo; for he has one side
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